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side, black against the night sky, and among the
trees I see the glimmer of a light beckoning me as
the lonely lamp in Greenhead Ghyll used to beckon
Wordsworth's Michael. The night is full of stars,
the landscape glistens with a late frost: it will be a
jolly two miles' tramp to that beacon on the hill.
ON THE DOWNS
WE spread our lunch on the crown of one of those
great billows of the downs that stand along the
sea. Down in the hollows tiny villages or farm-
steads stood in the midst of clumps of trees, and
the cultivated lands looked like squares of many-
coloured carpets, brown carpets and yellow carpets
and green carpets, with the cloud shadows passing
over them and moving up the gracious slopes of
the downs beyond^TIke the breath of the wind on
the face of the waters. A gleam of white in the
midst of one of the brown fields caught the eye.
It seemed like a patch of snow that had survived
the rigours of the English summer, but suddenly
it rose as if blown by the wind and came towards
us in tiny flakes of white that turned to seagulls.
They sailexT high above us uttering that querulous
cry that seems to have in it all the unsatisfied hunger
of the sea.                          , ' .
In this splendid spaciousness the familiar forms
seem incredibly diminutive. That little speck
moving across one of the brown carpets is a plough-